remembered that there the Persian Trade Commissioi
had its quarters.

"Surely," she said to herself, "the Persians have evei
cared for Greek jewellery. One of them might care to
see these settings. It is true that these men are probably
mainly silk merchants, but it is worth trying."

She walked into the inn, went boldly to the office,
and said to the clerk that she wished to look at the
register, at the names of the Persian Trade Commission.
She saw, by turning back, that the Persian Trade Com-
mission had been there for ten days, but their names
were written in a script which she could not read. A
man who was standing near the register, going over the
items in a bill, looked up and asked, "Which member
of the Commission did you wish to see, madam?"

She looked at him. He was no doubt a Greek from
The City; a well-dressed man of good manners, of the
middle-age, for his somewhat curly hair was grizzled,
with a well-shaped head, clear-cut, good features, and air
of much power and determination; a certain coldness of
force about him, she thought, which might become
cruel.

"Whichever may be interested in jewellery," she said.

She knew that the clerk was about to say that no
touting saleswoman could show her wares there, but this
stranger seemed to have a reason for beginning a talk
with her. She judged that she was looking her best, and
that most men longed to have such a reason at such a
ime. However, this man seemed to wish to help her,
For he said at once, "Will you come with me? They are
n the courtyard here."

He led the way across the hotel to the patio at the
>ack. There, half a dozen distinguished-looking young
^ersians sat upon stools by the basin of the fountain.
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